S H A K E-S P E A RE S 

And truly not the morning Sun of Heauen 
Better becomes the gray cheeks of th’ Eaft, 

Nor that full Starre that vfliers in the Eaucn 
Doth halfe that glory to the fober Weft 
As thofe two njoming eyes become thy face* 

O let it then as well befeeme thy heart 
To mourne for me fince mourning doth thee <*race 
And fute thy pitty like in cuery part. 

Then will I fweare beauty her felfe is blacke. 

And all they foule that thy complexion lacke. 

B Efhrew that heart that makes my heart to groanc 
For that deepe wound it giues my friend and me; 
I ft not ynough to torture me alone. 

But flaue to flauery my fweet’ft friend rtiuft be. 

Me from my felfe thy cruell eye hath taken. 

And my next felfe thou harder haft ingrafted. 

Of him, my felfe, and thee I am forfaken, 

A torment thrice three-fold thus to be crofted : 
Prifon my heart in thy fteele bofomes warde. 

But then my friends heart let my poore heart bale. 
Who ere keepes me,let my heart be his garde, 

Thou canft not then vfe rigor in my Iaile. 

And yet thou wilt/or I being pent in thee. 
Perforce am thine and all that is in me. 
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S? now I haue confcft that he is thine. 

And I my felfe am mcMrgag’d to thy will. 

My felfe lie forfeit, fo that other mine. 

Thou wilt reftoretobe my comfort ftill: 

But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free, 

For thou art couetous.and he is kinde. 

He learnd but furetie-hke to write for me, 

Vnder that bond that him as faft doth binde. 

T ieftatute of thy beauty thou wilt take, . 

Thou vfurer that put'ft forth all to vie. 



Sonnets. 

And fue a friend, came debtcr for my fake,' 

So him I loofe through my vnkinde abufe. 

Him haue I loft, thou haft both him and me. 

He paies the whole,and yet am I not free. 

r Ho euer hath her wifb,thou haft thy Will, 

And Will too boote,and Will in ouer-plus, 

More then enough am i that vexe thee ftill. 

To thy fweet will making addition thus. 

Wilt thou whofe w.ll is large and fpatious, 

Not once vouchfafe to hide my will in thine. 

Shall will in others feeme right gracious, 

A id in my will no faire acceptance ftiine: 

The fea aH wat**,yet receiues rainc ftill. 

And in abound a nee addeth to his ftore. 

So thou beeing rich in Will adde to thy Will, 

One will of mine to make thy large Will more. 

Let no vnkinde.no faire befecchers kill, 

Thinke all but one, and me in that one Will. 
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I F thy foule check thee that I come fo ncere, 

Swearc to thy blind foule. that I was th yWtll t 
And will thy foule knowes is admitted there, 

Thusfarre for loue, my Ioue-fute fweet fullfill. 

Will , will fulfill the treafure of thy loue, 

I fill it full with wils.and my will one, 

Iu things of great receit with eafe we prooue. 

Among a number one is reckon’d none. 

Then in the number let me paffe vntold. 

Though in thy ftores account I one muft be. 

For nothing hold me, fb it pleafe thee hold. 

That nothing me,a fome-thing fweet to thee. 

Make but my name thy loue, and loue that ftill, 

And then thou loueft me for my name is Will. 
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THou blinde foole loue, what dooft thou to mine eyes, 

I That 
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